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EXIGUUM 
'' MONUMENTUM ^RE PeRENNIUs/' 



Lasciate ogni Speranza, voi eh' entrate!" 



:y. 3:. 4>. h. 



^^ Mikrai kai porterai geganasin hai hemerai ton eton tes Zoes mou.'* 
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- . UPOSHPOPIA 'AXAIA. 
/' i EnixXnaig, 

1 Kèxkvd'i KakXiÓTiti, Ila^v/^aia óùìfittt ìxovaa^ 

2 "H xal aQii^afJLtvìi fÀBycuevóiai n^óo&fv àoióolQ, 

3 Eh* npa d-sansaèatg koiyòv UQiàfioio nóktjog, 

4 Eize S^eCbv yevé^Xriv zs xal t^ya aiolo kèyovaa. 

5 Nvv ó* Ine òpd'à y^ùtpeiv i\fÀ Ag ngùiTiara ólóaaxe, 

6 nàai Xtyeiv fAOXQibv xàfACfXOv ntav^wv /viervrcbv, 

7 Ilaiàevtaìai z èfwlq zeXèwg Ti^oa^&ty/Jiaz* ieinelv. 

8 *iQ <pikloi, yBQaQol ze xal al^tfoi tieq ^óvzsg, 
H Xai^ezs, zjó* uìQy xal zyà* avXy fisyakeiy. 

10 Tézkaz* àxovofÀlvoi xal imaz^oipi ^ób aiomy, 

11 *E^ ov cfi) za TiQùìza xaXàg iiaifXSofjiev avXàg 

12 MtjziQog fifietÌQtigy novàeiv ànsTtavoàfied'* ovxl^ 

13 Elvl fiBkOìv nazdyqp, àsivy xkayyy nokèfioio. 

14 Oì fisv fÀiaofiad^elq, jf nazpióa yffv ipiXiovzeg, 

15 I<pi /la^tfoó/ÀSvoi, Beiov aùìlCfivzoq, efiijoav' 

16 O't ó€ nóvovg ykvxsQovq, Movojjv fisió^ffiat exovzeg, 

17 *Ev aoiflrjg àyuTty avviasi zs ao^Cbv (ÀSfiòvaai, 

18 Nvv ^ i'^siQyaaaiisa&*, àkX* ov nòksfxog ys ntnavzai ' 

19 Nvv zs ópófiov zsXèaavzsg ae&Xov ós^òfisé^ avzol, 

20 \AX,X* oXs&Qog ^^fig zs xal akysa noXkà fiivovai. 

21 Ai yuQ, Zsv zs ndzsQ xal Udiyva/iy xal ^AnokXov, 

22 HfxèQai sÌQ^vrig à(plxoivz* ìg nazQlóa yatav. 

23 *AXl* vfiàg Xslmov ys Xóyotv ziXog èvd-àós noiCb, 

24 ^AXXovg yaQ fisyaXovg 7iQoa<p^aa) omad-sv eovzag. 

IlQÒg *Eni/ÈfXiixùi, 

25 IlazQsg, IlQtafiTfsg, BovXag/oi, Avjfioyt^ovzsg, 

26 *^Yfitv niazozdzoig npuoìg xazaniitzoi ètQarj, 

27 Ov(>avòg tjóiazov ^* v/liIv (Àslói^fxa óióolt^, 

28 Elvl <pQsalv ^slfj zs ao<pàg S-iòg iipóO'S fiovXdg. 

29 ^Yfiszépy xdpiTi yXvxsg^^v aoiplr^g òóòv evS^a 

30 ns^onopsTv óióozai, xal tcsq ziXog oi zszèXsazai. 

31 ^H/Lté^y iv zavzy rf* ^(jlIv ovx saz* dxa^lazsiv, 

32 liXXà (pQsalv d'Skéoig (piXòzrixa aéfiag ts n^ozstvsiv. 
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Invocatio. 

1 Hear me, O Calliope Who inhabitest a lofty abode on Parnassus, 

2 Who didst also aid the renowned bards of former days, 

3 Whether relating divinely the sack of Priam's city, 

4 Or recounting the lineage of the Gods, and the deeds of Jove ! 

5 Now, therefore, teach us for the first time to write suitable verses, 

6 To teli unto ali the labor of four long years, 

7 And to utter final addresses to our instructors. 

Ad Publicum. 

8 O my friends, both aged and youthful, 

9 Hail ! on this day, and in this spacious hall : 

10 Bear with me, my hearers, with both attention and silence ; 

1 1 For, from the time that we first entered the fair halls 

12 Of our Mother, we have not ceased to labor, 

13 Amid the clash of weapons, the dread clamor of war. 

14 Some, indeed, hating study, or else loving their country, 

15 Went forth bravely to fight, God protecting them : 

16 Others, however, having sweet occupations, — the smiles of the 
Muses, — 

1 7 Remained, in the delights of wisdom and converse with the wise. 

18 Now we, indeed, have finished our work, but the War is not 
yet over ; 

19 Now, also, having run the race, we shall receive the prize of 
victory, 

20 But the loss of life and many woes will stili remain. 

21 " Would to father Jove, and Minerva, and Apollo, " * 

22 The days of peace might once more return to our native land ! 

23 But, leaving you for the present, I dose these remarks, 

24 For I am about to address those distinguished ones who are 
behind me. 

Ad Curatores. 

og 25 Fathers, Elders, Chiefs in council, Leaders among the people ! 

u. 26 Upon you, who have been most faithful, may the dew (of life's 
g> evening) gently descend ; 

^27 Heaven, too, grant you her sweetest smile, 

^ 28 And may God on high place wise counsels in your minds. 

^ 29 Through your favor, it has been granted us to tread the pleasant 
path of wisdom, 

30 Though the end thereof is not yet reached. 

31 On such a day as this, then, it does not become us to be ungratef ul, 
. 32 But, with willing minds, to proffer our friendship and respect. 

* Hom, IL^ 2, 371. 
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33 Nvv oh fiioio xtksv^a noQSvaófjisd-* &atifia nàvreg, 

34 Oi fxekkr^aovteg y' mpBvoq xal nXovzov àfpv^eiv, 

35 Ot oh ^nooòfisvot nevlr^g Ivy^oig ivuxvroùg' 

36 01 fihv éninkwaovTsg i<p vy(».i priAfv^a ^Xdoatig, 

37 "AXkoi ó* alìpa rd^ip xvpaovreg ansinovi yaiy. 

38 *0(pQa y ófiCag Ijfilv gaw) yXvxsQii xarafielvy, 

39 Ovnote xeàvà fiad-i^fjicct Snep óeóatfxafAev ttvB^i 

40 AvaofÀEv' àkk* aisl ye xa^é^o/iev €v xaxà ^vfiàv, 

41 ^EvàóSofg, og)^' èfpoitaofABv, (ikya^ov <piXòfAOvaov 

42 "Akóffox^' ovSh itòx èxksi<p9^flii nàai fplkoioi, 

43 ^AXXà vsavtxà ipvXa, ns^mXofjLtvwv èviavtwv, 

44 àevQO ^tit^aaivro notòv fAOvlfirig aitò xpJ^fjg. 

45 nocvóaixàxwQ oh Xpóvog ÓKxvplfieiv olxtx* èàaW 

46 EvTvxàoiTB fiitbvreg, àn ov^ccvòv òtp* aTtovolaS-e. 

47 iiykaòg 'Htkiog y ònòxav Qoóoódxxvkog *Hwg 

48 Elaàyy' ovóh nsXòg xexafiùìv opsaiv xazaóvvaw 

49 *AxxLV€g kiapal r' dvd-ptanoig slalv fìpt»yol, 

50 !4;fAvv xal axvyeQi^v ù}&ovaiv xT{^ ànò yalt^g, 

51 "latj ah (JXspoTtij axlkfiei IlQvxavig nag* SnaaiV 

52 *Avxov yàg naQiovxog, anag g>iXÌwv inixcupel, 

53 BXéfÀfÀOxog ^ ngonàgoid^e Ttldvijg ^^elpovxai ófdxkcUy 

54 Àbpa ^vekkai lawg, ÌQióog xapax^^g r' inéxovxai, 

55 Sv ah yàp fiysfiòvog, vixtifpÒQOi ìofAev àyibvì, 

56 'H (>' àyad'^v xe /id/ffv /is/iaxi^f^sd'^ aed^Xov f;ifovrfff. 

57 El oh xig àvxiàwv vnaxovìfisv aov y aTióeuie, 

58 Avxlx* àviaxàfjievog aavxTjg vnò x^^9^? ^ftff, 

59 K^elaacDV y:zQ fiaaiXevg oxe ;fu><JFTat àvà^l x^Q^^» 

60 Ovnox* àvi^Sovxeg y ànò aov x^QV^ofiev alxov, 

61 Kal ^à ai) fitjxéx* èwv TtQGìxog xavxy xa^sStiaei, 

62 Al XBV ntog aol x^cùva néaoix* ini xòv y iniovxa, 

63 MrftàQog fifilv r' oìjxi xXèog ipd^lw^oi aod Svevd-ev 

64 AevyaXàoi oh kòyoi x^9^ ^iXlotv ànióvx<ov, 

65 AvyQ^ àvàfivtfaig x€ XQOVOV ngoxéQOv xaxà dvfÀÒv, 

66 ^HfxèQai àXX* ènlXotnoi ex* àXnlai npoaysXdovai. 

67 BvfÀol ovfATtXffQsXg ^iXifjg xal x^^^^^ kxoZfiOi, 

68 TtxvT* ènuiQàva ó(bpa' TtpoTslvofjiev aòxà aol aht^ 
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33 Now, for our part, we are ali going to travel the yet untrodden 

paths of life ; — 

34 Some destined, perchance, to "heap up wealth and abundance,'** 

35 And others to live long lives of penury ; 

36 Some to sail over the moist paths of the sea, 

37 -But others quickly to find a tomb in the boundless land. 

38 As long, however, as sweet life remains to us, 

39 Never will we forget the discreet lessons we here have learned, 

40 Bùt ever will retain them well in mind. — 

41 Nobly, while we attended thereat^ flourished that Hall, beloved 

of the Muses ; 

42 And never may she be deserted by her sons, 

43 But, in revolving years, may multitudes of youths 

44 Come hither, seeking a draught from the unfailing spring ! 

45 But imperious Time permits me no longer to delay. — 

46 May you be happy in life : Late may you return to heaven ! 

Ad Praesidem (Carolus Rex). 

47 Bright, indeed, is the Sun, whenever the rosy-figured Aurora 

ushers. him in ; 

48 Nor is he darkened when, weary, he descends among the 

(western) hills. 

49 His cheerful rays, too, are a support to the sons of men, 

50 And drive the hateful darkness far from the land. 

51 With equal splendor, however, shines our President among ali : 

52 In his presence, namely, ali of his friends rejoice ; 

53 Before his glance, assuredly, the mists of error are dispersed ; 

54 Quickly, also, the storms of strife and discord are checked. 

55 For, under thy leadership, we have proved victorious in the strife; 

56 We have also fought the good fight, and possess the prize. 

57 If, moreover, anyone, rising up against, has refused obedience 

to thee, 
.58 Quickly has the rebellious one yielded, beneath thy strong hand, 

59 " For a KING is the more powerful, when he shall become in- 

censed against a man of inferior rank.*' f 

60 We are about to depart from thee, never more to return, 

61 And thou, also, wilt no longer sit chief in this hall. 

62 Would that, in some way, thy mantle might fall on thy successor, 

63 And may the glory of our Alma Mater not fade, without thee ! 

64 Sad, however, are the words of friends when separating ; 

65 Mournful, also, to my bosom is the remembrance of former times. 

66 But the days of the future stili cheer, with their hopes. — 

67 Hearts filled with affection, and hands ready to aid — 

68 These are pleasing gifts : these we also extend to thee. 

* Hom. IL^ I, 171. f Hom. IL, i, 80. 
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69 Tsxvoyóvovg S^gàìpavraq àel téxvov d-f^ansvei, 

70 M ys x€ fifft^ àxàQiaxoq 6y óÙìqok; noXtsaai' 

71 Tovtqt ó* ovQavó9'Bv véfiepig aws^^ig x€ óiwxoi, 

72 jifjifw^lfjg T ofjL^Qoq x£<pak^ tip* l^v xatafiaiij' 

73 01 yìiQ atep yà^titoq d-euji xal ènlip^voi elalv, 

74 ^Hfùv ó* àvxulaaiev oótp xT^óoq te xaxòv te, 

76 *Hv nòte ngòatpoQa noXX* ex fÀVtifÀoaivtjg àno^evyy 

76 ^Yfjiàg avóàofiev ós <pQevibv nattpag xal óóyyovg, 

77 *Eg xTfnov aog>lrjg iifilv nóóag slaaydyovrag' 

78 llQevfABvéeg f ave/ioi ^' vfi g ipogioisv iaaiel, 

79 ri^wfÀoavvti d' fjv avd' èóàtifxev àip fiyefièvùtv nsp 

80 nàai napatpvxy 7 ^^V f^^^àoig iviavzoig. 

81 nXola ah vvv filorov xaxU xvfAaxa fiaxQa dixXdaatjg 

82 Alìp* émnXevòstai, èXXà xal vatspov ^^Ofisv av^tg 

83 *Eg XifAhv ^av/lfig, (Jtóx^og yj od-i fitióénot sarai. 

84 Neà off xal xavx^ awòów yvoHJvùìv te (plkojv te, 

85 'Hà€ xal iv fieydpoig ov noXX* ió.'rifiev anavteg, 

86 ^OnnÓTS xev TtóXefwg fjfiZv axèrXiog XExèXsatai, 

87 EtQtivTig Ttxègvyeg r* inixelvovxai xax'i yatav, 

88 UoXXaxig àXX^Xoiaiv ìeXnòiJied^ àvxifiaXelad^i. 

89 rij^?joovaiv sneixa àiààaxaXoi ijóh lAa^rfxal, 

90 TsQTtv^ yàg avvoóog óiax^Qioiv fj fisxà /jiaxp^, 

Tikog* 

91 Uàvxeg àxovex* ifiev navptjv fAv^oio xeXevxijVf 

92 Movaa yàg éxxdfivovaa x^piv y éfjLol oixèxi tivbIbi, 

93 Ar^fia xe ói^v (pQovéeiv àXyeivà xà npóad^ ànoelns, 

94 KaXà ipQov^fiata <f^ fiàxapsg ^' &pai /ie^inoisv, 

95 El ys fióXig xsv lOfog six^^ xsXiaovxai ifisio. 

96 ^YfjtexsQji (Jiy§ xal èniaxQOfpy tjóofjiai ìjótj. 

97 ^Havxltj xaxàfjtBivai évi (pQBolv ìfjtnsóog alsv, 

98 "OXfiog àXvTtrjxog xs filov xatà ndvx inmXtjpot. 

99 ^Hfwg <f òìph yév^ai, Sxav xéXog olx ànavsv^e, 
100 ^EvS-a xal ^iXiog (pai^cvx* aid-Q^ xaxààwoi, 

DeUvered in N, Y, Academy of MusiCy June 29, 1864. 
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Ad Professores. 

69 The child ever honors the parents that have reared him, 

70 If, at least, he be not ungrateful for the many favors (he has 

received). 

71 In that event, however, unceasing wrath from heaven would 

pursue him, 

72 And the storm of misfortune would descend on his head ; 

73 For the ungrateful ones are hateful, even unto God. 

74 And may both sorrow and misfortune meet us in our path, 

75 If ever the many useful lessons (we have learned) escape from 

our memory ! 

76 For we address, in you, the fathers and guides of our minds, 

77 Who have conducted our feet into the garden of wisdom. 

78 May favoring breezes, then, ever waft you onward, 

79 And may the wisdom, which we have here learned from our 

instructors, 

80 Be a solace unto ali of them in their declining years ! 

81 Our barks are now soon to sail over the broad waves of the 

sea of life ; 

82 But we shall come again, at last, 

83 To the haven of peace, where toil is no more (known ). 

84 Nay, indeed, even in this assembly of acquaintances and friends, 

85 And in those halls, where we have ali learned many things, 

86 When, perchance, this our " cruel war is over," 

87 And the wings of peace extend over the land, 

88 We hope often to meet one another. 

89 Then, both teachers and scholars will rejoice ; 

90 For meeting is, indeed, delightful after long separation. 

CONCLUSIO. * 

91 Hear ! ali who are present, the brief dose of my address. 

92 For the Muse, wearied, no lónger breathes favorably on me, 

93 And the mind refuses to dwell longer on the sad scenes of the 

past. — 

94 May " fair thoughts and happy hours attend on you !*' * 

95 If, perchance, in any way, my prayer may be accomplished. — 

96 By your silence and attention I am deeply gratified. 

97 May peace ever dwell firmly in your bosoms, 

98 And may unmingled Joy fili out the remainder of your life ! 

99 And, when evening shall arrive, aud the end is not far off, 
100 Then, may your sun set in a cloudless sky ! 

Col. College, N. Y., 1864. 

* Shaks,^ Merch. Venice, A et 3, Scen. 4. 
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Metrical Rendering of Same. 

Invocation. 

1 Calliope, Parnassus' Muse, attend ! , 

2 Who unto bards of yore thine aid didst lend, 

3 When telling of the sack of Priam's town, 

4 The lineage of the gods, and Jove's renown. 

5 Help US, now first, in fitting strains, to say 

6 What toils we've suffered, on our weary way, — 
Our course of four long years, now left behind ; 

7 And bid farewell to our instructors kind. 

To THE Audience. 

8 O friends, both young and aged, hearers ali, 

9 Hail ! on this day, and in this spacious hall ! 

10 Pray, bear with me, in silenceand concern ; 

11 For, from the time that we our steps did turn 

12 Toward our Mother's halls, we've labored e'er, 

13 Amid the strife of arms, and war's fierce giare. 

14 Some, hating study, greatly loved their land, 

15 And went to war, 'neath God's protecting hand ; 

16 Others, sweet toils possessing, — e'en the Muses' smile, 

17 In converse with the wise remained, the while. 

18 Now, we our work have endèd ; but the war 
Stili flaps its harpy wings, our country o'er : 

19 Now, having run the race, the prize we gain ; 

20 But life's destruction, and fierce woes, remain ! 

21 "Ah ! would to Jove, Minerva, Phoebus too, " 

22 The Sun of Peace once more might meet our view ! 

23 But, leaving you, my friends, these words I end, 

24 For greater hearers now shall audience lend. 

To THE TrUSTEES. 

25 Chiefs, Fathers, Elders, leaders among ali ! 

26 Upon your heads may life's dew gently fall, 

27 While heaven to you her sweetest smile imparts, 
8 
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28 And God implants wise counsel in your hearts ! 

29 Beneath your care, in wisdom's paths we've strayed, 

30 Although the goal thereof is not yet made : 

31 To be ingrate, then, doth not us behoove, 

32 But gladly to extend respect and love. 

^^ Now, we the paths of life are soon to tread ; 

Soon into life's arena we'll be led ; — 

34 Some — destined amid wealth and joys to thrive, 

'35 Others long lives of penury to live ; 

36 Some — o'er the trackless wastes of sea to roam, 

37 Some — in the boundless land to find a tomb. 

38 Às long, howe'er, as life to us is lent, 

39 Ne'er we'll forget the toil we bere bave spent, 

40 But stili retain these lessons well in mind. — 

41 Nobly, while we to herour steps inclined, 
Our Alma Mater throve, and never she 

42 Shall by devoted sons deserted be ; 

43 But, in revolving years, new hosts shall bring 

44 Minds eager for a draught from wisdom's spring. 

45 But now, imperious time forbids delay : — 

46 Happy you'll be along life's doubtful way, 
And late return to Heaven's eternai day ! 

To THE President (Charles King). 

47 Bright is the Sun, when rosy-fingered morn 
Ushers him in, the earth with light t'adorn ; 

48 Nor pales bis face when, weary of men*s ills, 
He sinks to rest behind the western hills. 

49 His cheerful rays the sons of men revive, 

50 And from the land the hateful darkness drive : 

51 But e'en as bright our President appears ; 

52 His presence each companion's spirit cheers ; 

53 Before his visage, error flees apace, 

54 The storms of strife and discord quickly cease. 

55 Thou art our leader ; we the victors are ; 

56 We've fought the fight, and gained the prize of war ; 

57 And, if rebellious ones bave risen in pride, 

58 Quickly beneath thy band did they subside ; 
9 
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59 "For Kings against inferior men prevali." 

60 Our presence now from college scenes will fall, 

61 And thou'lt sit chief no longer in this hall ; — 

62 On thy successor, may thy mantle fall ! 
6^ Ne'er may our Alma Mater's glory fade, 

When, sad to mention, thy departure's made., — 

64 But mournful are the words of parting friends ; — 

65 Sad to my heart, the scenes which memory lends : 

66 Yet cheèrful hopes are in the future laid. 

67 Hearts filled with Love, and hands prepared to aid, — 

68 These, friendship's seal, most pleasing gifts must be : 
With willing minds, we these extend to thee. 

To THE PrOFESSORS. 

69 The child his rearing parents doth revere, 

70 Nor for their gifts ungrateful would appear ; 

71 For then, heaven's ceaseless wrath would him pursue, 

72 And fatai storms e*er meet his sorrowing view — 

73 The thankless. one e'en God on high doth hate. 

74 And may we meet a stern and bitter fate, 

75 If e'er your lessons from our memory flee ! 

76 The guides and parents of our minds are ye, — 

77 Who unto wisdom's bower our steps did bend. 

78 May favoring winds aid to your journey lend, 

79 And may the knowledge ye have taught us here 

80 A solace be, in each declining year. 

81 Our barks now separate on life's broad sea ; 

82 But when our journey's done, then meet shall we 

83 Within a peaceful haven, where no toil 
Shall weary pilgrims of their peace despoil. 

84 Nay, even in this hall, where friends surround, 

85 And in those rooms where we have knowledge found, 

86 When this our "cruel war is over," and 

87 The wings of peace stretch o'er our happy land, 

88 Often we hope with joy your face to greet ; 

89 Teachers and taught will then, with gladness, meet ; 

90 For, after long delay, reunion*s sweet. 



Digitized by 



Google 



CONCLUSION. 

91 • Hear ! ali ye people, how these words I end. 

92 The wearied Muse her aid no more will lend, 

93 Nor will my mind on past scenes longer bend : 

94 "Fair thoughts and happy hours on you attend !" 

95 If e'er my prayers by heaven might answered be. 

96 For silence granted, thanks accept frora me. 

97 May tranquil peace within your bosoms rest, 

98 And be your life of ceaseless joy possessed ; 

99 And, when life's ève comes, and the end is nigh, 
100 Then may yojir sun set in a cloudless sky ! 

Cql. College, N. Y., 1864. 



Halysis.* 

A Chain of Memories. 



IT is true, there are paths where the mind loves to roam, 
There are scenes where the fancy is sweetly at home, 

There are lands where the heaven's ethereal blue, 

Looks down, fertile plains and broad rivers to view ; 
There are deeds of brave knights, who their ladies adored, 
There are tales of love sought and of liiercy implored, 

Nations too, of old time, which the Freshmen discuss, 

And Generals, whom Sophs make a terrible fuss 
Over ; cities of yore, also, once of great fame, 
Whose ruined remains are now called by their name ; 

But, of ali the fair cities in History*s story. 

The Empire City stands first in her glory. 

• [ From thk New York Times, Fkb. i8th, 1863.J 
Sbjmiannual Commbncbmbnt of Columbia College. — The students of Columbia Collese fifave 
their seiniannual exhibition in W^Uack's Theatre yesterday moming, before a crowded, utshion- 
able and intelligent audience, in which the fair sex predominated in the proportion of about three 



to one. The interest taken in the exercises appeared to be quite genuine, and the exercises them- 
selves were wortuy of the marks of approvil showered upon them by the spectators. A number 
of former grpduates of the college, includine the Rev. John Murray Forbes, occupied seats on the 



stage, together with a few disunguished ciiizens, and the members of the press. The students 
were attired in their long, flowing gowns, and decorated with other insignia of their connection 
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Away ! then, with your tours and your journeys abroad ; 

Sweet land of my birth ! thee Fd ever applaud : 
For myself, I can say I would always stay bere, 
While exchange is so high, and passports so dear. 

Now, there's one little habit ali bave, I believe, — 
At least, ali of the sons and the daughters of Ève : 

That the things into which they're least able to peer — 

Of these, they delight the raost greatly to bear. 
Why, even myself, as l've plodded up town, 
And passed those two temples of world-wide renown — 

Fair Spingler and Rutgers, with curtains drawn tight. 

And screens, to shut out every masculine sigbt, 
Have been overcome with decided emotion, 
When I happened to think of the very queer notion 

with old Columbia. Helmsmuller*s spleodid band held possession of the orchestra, and perfonned 
some excellent music during^ the intervals between the delivery of the orations and poems. The 
proceedingfs were opened by Mr. H. H. Nazro, a member of the senior class, who delivered a short 
speech, explaining the reason why the students saw fit to give these pubhc exhibitions indepen- 
dent of the Faculty of the College. The most perfect hannony, he said, existed between the 
faculty and the students, and the only reason why the students took the exhibiiion upon their own 
shoulders was to save the collie from the necessary expense incident to the hirìi^ .of a public 
hall, etc. 

Dr. Forbes then delivered an impressive prayer, after which the follow^ing exercises were 
perfonned : 

Many of the compositions were exceedingly well written, sometimes witty, and, with one excep- 
tion, not worth specifying, delivered with ali the graces of the most finished elocution. 

" Halusis," by Theo. F. C. Demarest, consisting of a spirìted sketch of a ^tudent's life at 
Columbia Coll^^, and a manly eulogy of our own empire city, is particidarly deserving of 
mention. The tollowing exlract will serve as a sample : 

*' There are ciùes of yore which attained to great fame;" [ auoting six more lines.] 

In alluding to the troubles between the &culty and students last year, he delivered himaelf 
asfoUows: 

** For when we last met our kind friends in this hall," [ quoting seven more lines.] 

The exhibition on the whole was exceedingly pleasant, as well as ereditarle to the students. No 
member of the faculty was noticed, either on àie stage or among the audience. 



[From thb New York Herald, Fkb. i8th, 1863.] 
Sbmiannuai. of the Studenis of Columbia College.— The third " Semiannual" of the 
Stixlents of Columbia Collie was celebrated yesterday moming at Wallack's Theatre, which, 
notwithstanding the storm, was comfortably fìlled long before ix o'clock, the hour at which the 
exercises were announced to begin. A brighter, or more cheerful, or more intelligent audience is 
rarely seen in New York. Composed in eood part of the friends and relations of the students, 
of course it was prepared to he pleased, anoTeven the fìfteen or twenty minutes' delay at the com- 
mencement was not potent enough to destroy its ^ood humor, — which was further aided by some 
excellent music by the orchestra, under the direction of Helmsmuller. At length. the curtain rose 
and disclosed a semicircle of gowned students, among whom was seated the chapiain, Rev. Dr. J. 

M. Forbes, an alumnus of Columbia, who opened the exercises by a brìef prayer 

** Halusis," a poem celebratingthe college and things appertaining thereto, was next delivered 
by Mr. Theo. F. C. Demarest. There was so much genuine humor and keen witin this production 
that we borrowed it, wi^ the design of making a few ^)ecimen extracts, but, finding that to do 
it justice, would require more space than we had at our disposai, we were constrained to iotesLO 
this pleasure. The poem elicited frequent roars of laughter, and was most admirably redted by 
Mr. Demarest, whose manner quite agreed with his subject. The numerous sly allusions to 
different students and members of the faculty were, of course, sure to cali forth boisterous 

acknowled^ment. Mr. Demarest retired with due honors, and was succeeded 

The music by the orchestra, under the direction of Herr Helmsmuller, was imiformly excellent 
and appropriate. 
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Of young ladies with pointers, beshowered with chalk, 
Going up to the board, about secants to talk : 

And, was so nearly dumb that-I hardly could speak, 

When I thought I heard one of them spouting in Greek. 
Then, fain l'd bave taken the band of a guide 
By whose aid, such strange scenes I might nearer bave eyed. 

Now, wisbing to sbun a presumptuous mind, 

We rather suspect tbat the rest of mankind. 
And even the ladies, possess the same failing 
Tbat sent Adam and Ève clear outsideof the railing. 

If then, you agree tbat nor Athens, nor Rome, 
Nor names only found in some musty old tome, 

Nor deeds of old time brought to ligbt once again 

Are ali tbat can please, or your minds entertain, 
We will venture to lead wbere but few can now enter, — 
To a spot wbere a thousand of mysteries centre, — 

Wbere the gaze of the world is forever sbut out. 

And the baio of secrecy girds it about. 
'Tis there^ tbat the genius and pride of the nation 
Are trained and developed, with rare cultivation ; 

Tfure each student's beart turns, and bow fondly doth mine, 

*Tis the old College building, in far "49." 

One word, ere we start, it seems rigbt to confide. 

And thcU is concerning the name of our guide : 
Wbile everyone else bis own pleasure may use, 
We*ll not waste any time in invoking a Muse. 

To be sure, it looks learned to bolt out on the stage, 

With one's arms stretcbing out, in a frenzy of rage, 
A cranium supine, say at ninety degrees, 
And then cry for a Muse, in impassionate pleas : 

Then to talk about riding on Pegasus' back, 

At Pieria's fountain of taking a smack, 

Like Homer and Hesiod, — reqtdescant in peace, — 
Wbo lived when the world ali consisted of Greece ! 

Far be it from us, to dispute with tbese folks, 

But, between you and me, it*s a pitiful boax. 
13 
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Why ! the muses are dead, or, if any survives, 
Such continuai handling will soon take their lives ; 
And Pieria's spring's drunk as dry as a basin, 
By the rhymers, who thither are endlessly racing ; 
While Pegasus broke his hind leg on the mountain 
In kicking a hole for th' Hippocrenian fountain. 

And, indeed, if you ask these learned friends to declare 
A muse's appearance, they'll teli you " a fair 
Charming nymph, with blue eyes, golden locks, and a face 
As faultless as Raphael's pencil could trace." 

It seems strange that for these to the ceiling they go, 
When they'd easily find such a number below ! 

Since, then, every true man should stand in his own shoes, 
Nor insist upon laying the whole blame on a Muse, 
Let US venture, un-asked and unknown, to appear 
Within that green lawn where, for many a year, 

Columbia has guided her sons' tender feet. 

And the goats have instructed their offspring to eat. 
But if, as you enter, you hear such a shrill, 
Piercing blast as tho* ali of the fiends, with one will, 
Had raised their demoniac cries toward heaven, 
Or astho'somefiercechief a loud summons had giveji ; 
And when, in return, every porch, every door, 
Appears crowded with men, though quite empty before, 
Do not fear ! you are not in the enemy's power ; 
That Satanic shriek was the "end of the hour," 

And those men, that seem armed like the son of Aurora, 
Are Freshmen, a — hugging their " Graeca Majora ;" 
While he from whose mouth sound so terrible flashes, 
Why ! he's not a General ! He has no — moustaches ; 
That whistle is one of his favorite freaks — 
The lord of the manor, Sir Stephen R. Weeks. 
A most amiable man (if youVe on his right side), 
Who by ronaway students doth closely abide. 

And while Patrick blows bellows in chapel, you know, 
Mr. Weeks does the same, if you leave out the blow. 
With his whistle, he*s tortured the ears of our race, 
From a time that's too distant for any to trace ; 
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This one fact is sure, or the Alraanac's wrong, 
That very few weeks bave e'er lasted as long. 

But bere Newton's old law for reaction don't bold, 
Since we feel no revenge for tbese evils untold, 
But trust tbat be'll blow tbe same tane till old age 
Sball bave feebled tbe wind of tbe musical sage : — 
Wben tbe campus^ cold clods cover bim and bis wbistle, 
Wben, above bim, tbere blooms tbe luxuriant tbistle, 
Wben William (tbe goat) bleats a prayer o'er bis grave, 
Wbere tb* Ailantbus its exotic perfume dotb wave, 

Let US bope tbat a troop of young Weeks may stili grace, 
Tbe balls of Columbia, tbeir ancestor's place. 

But enougb — for before us tbe cbapel so solemn, 
Wbere eacb morn tbe boys climb, in a regular column, 

Tbat is, ali wbose ambition aspires so high. 

Since tbere's cbance for humility very near by — 
— Tbe cbapel, from wbicb, on eacb morn, you may bear 
Tbe music of serapbs borne fortb on tbe air ; 

But — cbide not, if at times tbe sweet melody falters, 

It is not tbe fault of yon William H. Walters. 
But tbe reason tbe tune, every now and tben, wbines 
Is — tbe Sopbomores take breatb on tbe alternate lines. 

Now^leaving tbe cbaps in tbe Cbapel, let's fly 
Up six fligbts of stairs, wbicb land you rigbt by 
Wbere old Matbew Matics bis lodging dotb keep, 
"Asdeserving to be on tbe top of tbe beap. 
'Tis a jolly old room, and tbe easiest course 
Tbat ever was rode tbrougb by any old borse ; 
Wby ! Davies assures ùs,-tbe best of ali critics, 

Tbere are but two Ideas Calculus, Analytics, 

{Sotto vocCy but two bundred pages apiece. 
And four bundred, you know, are committed wltb case), 
Yet tbere's one little point tbat needs elucidation, 
Wbicb Comes into force about "examination ;" 

Witb tbese two small ideas, you are sent to tbe board, 
You are bored witb tbem, tbere, till efficiently floored, 
15 
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Before the Board you're then called, overboard they'll toss you 
And youMl ride on a board down the Fifth avenue ! 
You may easily think, when the students are done 
Enjoying,.an hour, such ethereal fun, 
That they'd dash down those stairs, quite regardless of looks, 
And would open their mouths as they shut up their books : 
But — young Mathew Matics, òn hearing the boys, 
Thought he'd shorten the recess, and lessen the noise ; 
So he altered tl\e length (by a simple solution) 
Of the twenty-fourth part of the Earth's revolution ; 
Then he bribed Weeks to change his idea of an hour, 
And thus Weeks and Van Amringe, uniting their power, 
Have so counterfeited old Chronos' kind nature 
As would send them, if caught, to the — State Legislature. 

There*s another old room, not so high in the air, 
Where ali fun-loving students delight to repair ; 

Our study you'd cali " easy talk upon Scott," 

Criticism ^sthetic's the name that weVe got. 
If the subject is stupid, or else if the folks, 
That is students, are dull, there are many choice jokes 

Which our Prof., walking round liké the Peripatetics, 

Puts in, to illustrate the rules of ^sthetics. 

But their technical nature's a source of confusion, 
" Undistributed" jokes don't admit distribution. 

And for me to repeat, would of course be a sin, 

When Nairne's glazed his Windows, to keep them within. 

Not far from the campus, the foot-ball's gay ground 
Where the students each day in queer costume are found, 
Since Columbia, regarding the health of her pFanks, 
Has provided a block for our boots and our pranks. 
'Tis a field where the day is not gained by retreat, 
Though the bravery mostly subsides to the feet, 
We've, for cavalry, cows, which depasture within. 
And the wounds we receive on the nose and the shin. 
But, the field having bounds, and the kicks having none, 
When the ball flies beyond, then pray what's to be done ì 
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A Freshman is captured; we look very sterri; 
He soon takes the hint, the lost ball to return. 

Ere we leave Alma Mater in her glory alone, 
There is one other matter that ought to be known ; 

For high o'er the college, most dear to Prex' soul, 

Waves the proof that we're loyal — a thirty-foot pole. 
When the war first began, we had a long rope, 
With which Patrick each morn hauled the stars and stripes up ; 

A flag of such size had ne'er floated up town, 

And its gay colors vied with the green and the brown. 

But, one morn, we ali knew that some one had played foul, 
For the flag had decreased to the size of a towel. 

Then each one stood aghast, and asked " who had done that ? " 

But / rested not, till I traced it to Pat. 

The government used such a lot of red tape, 

Pat had cut down the stripes " fur to sell a whol' hape/' 

But to-day we've no flag, and do you ask " how ?'* 

Och faith, an' he's changèd his politics now. 

Such, then, is the spot where we've spent the past year; 

Mingled sorrow and joy have not failed to appear, 
Aye ! with ali of our joys a few sorrows attended, 
Since they (like the negro) with ali things are blended. 

For when we last met our kind friends in this hall, 

We felt very great, — the Trustees very small; 
The University saw that her glory was o'er; 
Free Academy boys gazed within at the door; 

E'en from Harvard and Yale carne the shouts of applause, 
■ For the boys who feared not to uphold a good cause ; ^ 

And each student returned, with light heart, to the College, 
More eager to drink at the fountain of knowledge. 

As we sat at our homes, toward the first of October, 

One morning, the Governor looked very sober; 
In his hand, a small billet told how the trustees 
From fifty to a hundred had altered the fees; 

Supposing, I s'pose, that by such a stern act, 

" Semi-annual" would soon have its cranium cracked, 
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Forgetting how, during this plentiful day, 
Paper money can Chase ali such troubles away. 

But hear a short fable, which shows how repentance 
Oft seizes the judge after passing the sentence; 
A countryman, hastily passing a corner, 
Confronts, by a chance, the pick-pocket. Jack Horner, 
The latter confiscates the countryman's tin, 
And then offers to treat to a ha'p'worth of gin : 
Rusticus smiles assent, though he thinks it quite funny, 
Horner don't, for he pays with the other one's money. 
So, when we had been eased of full five thousand pence, 
The trustees inquired " if we wanted to fence ?" 
But we're gentlemen always, for woe, or for weal, 
So we laid down the tin, as we took up the steel. 

Yet think not, that between us there is any bone 

Of contention; for has not our " President" shown 
That we're thick as two friends, shaking hands after supper, 
With this small proviso — that we have the upper. 

- But how can I cease, as I stand here alone, 

As a traveller, who from his country has gone, 
Would teli of his friends on a far distant shore. 
Ere I speak to the praise of the class, " '64 ?" 
No names should be told, for the class is a unit, 
As a harp of sweet tone, whose each string helps to tune it. 
The gléam from their foils seemeth always the brightest, 
Their laugh and their shout, to my ear, ring the lightest. 
And when one of them sends the foot-ball, I ween, 
A sixty-four pounder is sure to be seen. 
Ah ? they know to take fun, with the rest of their cares, 
They're mighty in class room, and — heavy on stairs. 

Our last wish goeth forth for America's health, 

For the Empire City, the home of her wealth, 
For that spot — the most noble e'er city beheld. 
Old Columbia's walls ! may they long be upheld. 

Oh ! long may her sons and her daughters survive ! 

Her trustees and professors ! Heaven grant they may thrive ! 
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And that institution which yet has ne er perished, 
*• Semi-annual," stili long by her sons be it cherished ! 
Only when the great globe meets the last conflagration, 
When fierce fires enwrap the fair homes of the Nation, 
When the Empire City burns, totters and falls, 
And Columbia yieldeth her time-honored walls, 

Stili, beaming on high, 'neath the bright arch of Heaven 
That name which in letters of gold is engraven, 
Aye ! then falling the last, and the last to consume, 
Then alone, " Semi-annual" shall meet with her doom. 

Wallack's Theatre, Feb. lyth, 1863. 



A Columbia College Reminiscence.* 

TITHOUGH twice a lingering year has fled, — 
A Long years, now numbered with the dead, — 
Green in my memory stili remains 
The story of our Soph'more pains. 

A cold November morning, that, ' 

When Weeks, the Faculty and Pat, 
And students, were assembled, ali 

In old Columbia's chapel hall. 

Weeks — he, of course, to bellow came, 

While sighing Pat the bellows blew ; 
The Faculty " amen !" exclaim ! 

Each student's song more ardent grew. 

I need not teli how Prex proclaimed, 
When, after prayers, our fate he named, 

" Since old Pop Anthon absent is. 

The Sophomore class will go to * Dris'.** 

*See Scott's Lady of the Lake, Canto VI, 17 ; and Canto II, 20. 
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— Back from their places, the Sophomores darted, 
Groan after groan pealèd forth from the throng ; 

Hiss upon hiss from each lip quickly started, 
As Drisler and Schmidt and the rest passed along. 

Not a word said they then, 
Not a groan gave again ; 

Slowly from chapel 

They wended their way ; 
When they reached Drisler's stair, 
Paused they an instant there ; 

— Falters my pen what then foUowed to say. 

At once, there rose so wild a squali, 

Within that dark and narrow hall, 
" As ali the fiends from heaven that fell 

Had pealed the banner cry of hell." 

Forth from his room, in wonder driven, 
Behind the corner almost hidden, 

Our Prex's eyeballs peer ; 
The fearful strife Prof. Schmidt doth spy, 
The yell, the hoot, the battle cry, 
And hats and neckties waving high, 
And cienched fists aiming at the sky 

Bring Schmidt unto the rear. 

Up stairs they drive, in dreadful race, 

Pursuers and pursued ; 
Before that Sophomorean chasè, 
Upon the stair-top, in his place, 

Our Prex undaunted stood. 
— " Down ! down ! " he cried, "your hats put down; 

How dare you raise this row ? " 
Like Freshmen before Anthon's frown, 
That motely line of hats so brown 

At once lay levelled low ; 
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And, closely shivering side to side, 
Each Sophomore sought his head to hide. 

"l've scared the savage little dears, 

Like Weeks, when at his prey ; 
They carne up stairs quite free from fears, — 

ril show thera what's to pay." 

Soft stepping on their boots, of course. 
The relics of their stamping force, 

Like champagne when 't has lost its foam, 
Into the room the Sophomores come. 

Beside each nose two eyeballs bright 
Were brandishing in gloomy spite, 

Each mouth was grim below ; 
Then with an aldermanic swing, 
When hpavy with Gambrinus-ing, 

Down on their seats they go. 

I heard the benches creak and crash ; 
As when the whirlwind rends the ash ; 

I heard Prof. Drisler's fist go — bang ! 

As if an hundred anvils rang ; 
When in wheeled Prex, with solemn clank. 
And sat him beside Drisler's flank. 

— ** My man, get up your spunk ! 

You see, he cried, the Sophomores shake, 
Now Drisler, for Columbia's sake, 

Upon them like a flunk ! " 

Then up sprang Prof, and strode about, 

Like Patrick with his broom ; 
His arms, so stout, he stretched right out. 

And shook them at the room. 
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— The Sophomores back with fear are borne ! 

Ah ! where was Weeksey theti ? 
" One blast upon his bugie horn 

Were worth a thousand men." 



But no, that sound they do not hear, 

So Drisler's wrath was poured ; 
His pencil seemed a battle spear. 

His rule a mimic sword. 

As when some chasm, dark and deep 

Receives the torrent in, 
The Sophomore class, though half asleep, 

Drank up the direful din. 

Thus did that dull and darksome pass 
Echo the tread of Sophomore class ; 

— But two, who every nerve did strain 
— I fear, will ne'er fight there again ! 

Ask you me "where they bave gone, where departed ? " 
Ask you me — "will they not join us again ? " 

— Springler and Rutgers reply, broken-hearted, 

They went down the avenue, on the backs of some men ! 

Heaven bless those noble two ! 

Earth grant them strength anew ! 

Long may they live, and gladly may grow ; 

Long shall Columbia, then 

Shake when she hears, again 
— Arnold and Parker, 
Hip ! ho ! leroe ! 

Columbia College, N. Y., 1864. 
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A Translation. 

The clouds on high, the watering pots of heaven, 

Like colts unbroken, to and fro are driven ; 
The sky, by some mistake, falls to the ground : — 

Farmer and ox and crop, alike, are drowned ! 
Each hungry ditch opes wides its gaping throat ; 

The rivers with their banks away do float, 
While ditch and river stir up such commotion, 

They set the water boiling in the Ocean ! 

Virg. Georg., lib. i, 324-327. Col. Coll., 1863. 



Idem. 

When Priam she saw, bent with age and with armor, 

Beginning to fight, it began to alarm her ; — 
" Now by Jupiter's bones! what on earth hath possessed you? 
And who in these direful equipments hath dressed you ? 

Not e'en if from Hades I called my loved image, — 
Not Hèctor would venture to mix in the scrimmage ; 

And why should my lord run the risk of a trimmin*, 
When he*s sure to be safe, if he bides by the women ?" 

So she led him aside, when she found he would falter, 
And laid him adown on the steps of the aitar. 

Virg. ^n., lib. 2, 518-525. Col. Coll., 1863. 



The Stricken Mallard. 

[Suggested by a Painting of Tait*s.] 

'TlflS a lonely nook in a lovely bay, 
X Illumed by the sun's first level ray, 
Where the ripples kiss the pebbly beach. 
And the floating sea-weeds upward reach 
To greet the dawn, with heavenward gaze, 
, While their roots sink low in the sea's deep maze.- 
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HerCy the varying shadows the scene adorn. 
And ali nature laughs with the joy of Morn. 



Ali alone, on the breast of the bouncìng wave, 

Whose eddying circles their plumage lave. 
The Mallard swims, and, by his side, 
His mate and her brood, their common pride. 

The ducklings now, with youthful glee, 

Skim light o'er the wave, with movement free : 
The mother dips deep in the nether blue. 
And the watery spoil brings up to the view ; 

While the noble drake, with averted gaze, 

Looks up and around, at each threatening phàse. 
And then, of safety assured, they ali 
With flappings loud to each other cali ; 

They leap and dive, they sink and rise ; 

In mimic war, each duckling flies, 
Till the pearly drops of the scattered spray 
AH glitter and gleam in the morning ray. 

How came they here, the Mallard and mate ? 

Whence guided their flight, the wand of fate ? 



Far down, in the dime of the sunny south, 
On the bayou's breast, at the river's mouth, 
AH the winter long, from ali care unbent, 
The Mallard and mate in peace had spent 
'Neath the genia! rays of a southern sun,- 
Their only care — their food and fun. 
Around them, many a happy pair 
Sported light o'er the wave, or cleaved the air : 
The canvas-back laved his plumage white, 
And the ruddy-duck his colors bright. 
The bald-pate uttered his croaking cry, 
And the Eaglet soared in the distant sky. 
Right gaily the winter days went and came, 
Where winter existed in naught but a name. 
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But when Sol his rays more fiercely cast, 
And the brightened verdure told winter was passed, 
Then gathered they ali, in assembly grave, 
On the shores of the far extending wave. 
The snowy swan and the red head too. 
The widgeon and scaup, and the teal winged-blue. 
The canvas back and the buffel-head. 
The Mallard and mate, to the council sped. 
As when leaves from the forest bestrew the ground, 
Which the autumn tempests drive wildly round ; 
As when flakes from the snow-cloud fall to earth, 
And usher in the cold winter*s birth. 
So gathered they ali, in an endless train, ' 
Their flight to wing to the north again. 
Then the leaders take the foremost van ; 
Each memtìer seeks his well-known clan : 
With flappings loud, they desert the shore. 
And the places, that knew, now know them no more. 
. Far up, in the depths of the heavenly blue. 
Far away from the ken of mortai view, 
Where the misty vapors endless sweep. 
And silence supreme its reign doth keep. 
In order strict, with pinions fleet, 
They breast the wind, and brave the sleet. 
— Man sleeps unconscious, far, far below : 
Heaven sees what course the wild birds go ! 



Away, mid the roar of the Arctic seas, 

On the-rock bound coast, in the northern breeze, 

The Mallard safe has at last arrived, 

And his downy nest on the cliff contrived. 
While the lowered sun sheds his level rays, 
And the fleeting summer with them stays, 

Through the endless day, with hopeful zest, 

The mother sits in her downy nest ; 
While the drake, anon, with food repairs, 
To the side of his mate, and her labor shares. 
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And when, with joy, the fledglings flap, 
Their tiny wings, and, in the lap 
Of their mother, hide their dainty heads, 
Or nestle deep in their cozy beds, 
How anxious, oft, as the great gull sweeps 
Past the cliff where the Mallard his vigil keeps, 
Beats the mother's heart, with fear oppressed, 
And the Mallard raises his angry crest, 
Lest the ducklings, nursed with such tender care, 
Be home to the guU's devouring lair ! 
When the tempest wildly howls on high, 
And the white spray leaps to the topmost sky, 
With tender care the parent seeks 
A safe retreat from the storm-king's freaks. — 
Midst scenes like these, our brood arose 
From their early days to the summer's dose ; 
Then sped their way to a warmer dime, 
Where we find them now, in the autumn time. 



Ali around the plump, in their lonely nook, 

The sedgy grass in the light breeze shook ; 
But they sported safe on the dark blue wave, 
For danger he spied not — the Mallard brave ; 

Not e'en in that single isle of green, 

Which alone on the breast of the wave was seen ; 
Tho' the boughs on its surface dishevelled lay. 
And it rose and sank on the rolling bay. 

The drake now lifts his jealous eye, 

For he thought the isle advancing nigh ; 
Then his fears were quelled, — yet again he gazed. 
And each duckling, now, its head upraised. 

*Tis true ! all-treacherous boughs are they ! 

Behind them low the fowler lay. 
And nearer glided, with easy sail, 
To pour on the quarry his leaden hail. 

Oh, heavens ! how swiftly cut the air 

The pinions of the affrighted pair ! 
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From death they fly, 'tis death pursues, 
Nor ken they yet which flight to choose ; 

But in wheeling course they wildly curve, 

And from right to left unequal swerve. 

— But ali in vain was the Mallard's care, 

For, as he mounted the last in air, 

And sees his brood in safety speeding, 

His warm blood trickles, his form is bleeding : 

He thinks once more of his far-off nest. 

In the Arctic zone, by the billow's crest, 
He thinks of his joy in the sunny south, 
Where he hoped to feed at the river's mouth. 

He lifts toward heaven his feeble head, 

And fears for his brood when he is dead. 

He thinks — no more ; for with crimson stain 

His life-blood colors the darkling main : 
Death freezes his veins, and curdles his blood, 
And he drops on the wave with a sullen thud. 

— Heaven save the little Mallards now, . 

As they wander forth on the world's cold brow ! 
Heaven care for the Mate,, while -her Ione heart bleeds ; 
Heaven pardon the fowler his cruel deeds ! 

SUFFERN, N. Y., 1866. 



Dun October. 

ISTOOD by the gateway one bright Autumn morn. 
Ere the sun the sere hillside began to adorn. 
A cloudless, ethereal arch stretched above, 
Beneath lay the russet-brown leaves of the grove : 
To the eastward Aurora's faint roseate hue, 
To the westward, a scene for a huntsman to view ; 
Beside me my dog, ali impatient for game, 
Before me, approaching, one Dolfo, by name. 
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" Hey, fellow, well met ! A good morning to you. 

I see that you stili to your word are quite true, 

For my watch points to seven, less twenty and one, 
Though my dog and myself bave long wished to be gone. 

Are you loaded ? Ab, well, down tbe lane we will go, 

We will pause at tbe Colonel's an instant, you know, 
Tben over yon fallows and stubble we'll trail, 
On the scent of tbe woodcock, tbe bare and tbe quail." 

Witb a rigbt sboulder sbift, we rigbt merrily moved, 
Wbile tbe dogs carne to beel, as their masters approved. 
Down tbe well-trodden lane, witb ligbt beart and ligbt foot. 
And not witb ligbt beads, thougb witb ligbted cberoot, 
Stalked Dolfo and I, in our bunting array, 
Ali fasbioned and fitted and " fixed *' for tbe fray. 
But balt ! and left face, for tbe Colonel's neat wicket 
Admits US witbin, witbout license or ticket, 
Wbile bis broad, cbeery face, tbe left window adorning, 
Tells US ali are astir, tbougb so early tbe morning. 
Loud welcome tbe Colonel extends to ùs eacb, 
As witb leisurely tramp tbe wide doorway we reacb ; 
" Armed witb gun, flask and poucb, and e'en dogs, as I live ! 
Well soldiers, advance, and the countersign give. 
My sentries, l'm sure, are asleep or at fault^ 
Else Thornwood had tbwarted tbis daring assault." 
Tben the Colonel would bave us to quaff of bis cheer, 
As towards the bright fire our chairs we drew near ; 
Tbe woodcock we'd find, be was sure, on the bill, 
Wbere tbe alders their rootlets stretched down to the rill, 
Wbile the thickly grown coppice, hard by to our left, 
Held a partridge and bare in full many a cleft — 
We received his advice, tho* we knew ali the ground 
By experience oft gained witb tbe pointer and bound, 
And, the bright beaming sun now advising to leave, 
We parted, witb promise to come in at ève. 

" Now Dolfo, we'll quarter tbis buckwheat field red. 
And cali on tbe quail which may not yet bave fed, 
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If perchance anyone may feel tempted to stay, 
At the sound of the music so sweetly we'U play, 

So Major, hold up ! and Don Carlos, away ! 

And quarter your ground, as such dogs only may. 
While we in the rear — Major points ! Back Don, back. 
The bevy is running ; we*re dose on their track. 

To-ho, Maj., to-ho ! He is drawing — ah, there — 

Whack bang, and crack bang, doublé shots, I declare. 
Mark quail, my good fellow. They 'light on the bill : 
Two brace staid behind, tho* no doubt 'gainst their will. 

Place your shells ; and now. Major, seek dead, and you. Don, 

Go fetch to your master the brace he has won. 
— Well, Dolfo, this bevy in quiet shall rest, 
While our footsteps we bend toward that field in the west. 

We must flush several bevies, and mark where they drop, 

Of course bagging the few that may happen to stop. 
And permit them to rest and recline in the shade, 
Till the sun far past noon-mark bis journey has made. 

And then, when toward ève, from the sweet bubbling stream 

They come softly, to drink, nor of danger yet dreary, 
We'll hie to the long grass that borders the brook, 
And after our favorites inquiringly look. 

But halt — Don is working — l'm sure there are quail, 

For day has ne'er yet seen Don Carlos to fail. 
There they are now ! To-ho ! They're both pointing, you see. 
Bang ! bang ! — there's a brace — let them lie — they'll agree. 

Ho, Major ! Back, Don. There's a point. How they run ! 

Use your Eley — now fire ! Bang ! bang ! that'.s well done. 
Forty yards is good range, when so wildly they fly. 
Mark your birds, where they fell in the coppice hard by." 

Thus*trudged we along, on this October day ; 

Eight bevies we flushed, and remarked where they lay ; 
Then we wheeled to the left, timber-doodle to try, 
Where the brushwood just skirted the edge of the fly. 

"Mark cock!'* and "whiz, bang;" "dead bird!" and "down charge !' 

Might frequent be heard, as we wandered at large, 
And oft, as we stepped on a tussocky bog, 
Right under our feet, from bis nook by a log, 
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The glorious grouse raised his pinions on high, 
With a whirr that sent tremor thro' heart, hand and eye, 
Till the trustworthy Greener, remorselessly aimed, 
Thro' the thick crowded brush, his unquelled spirit tamed, 
And his life blood stains crimson the russet-hued leaves, 
While the sportsman reloads and the pointer retrieves. 
Cunning puss, toc, we started, as, e*er and anon, 
We found him quite hidden beneath some great stone, 
Or saw his white stern speeding swift on his run, 
Till he tumbled and rolled at the charge from our gun. 

Nor need I recount how we halted to dine, — 
Our table, the earth, and our cover the pine ; 

Our drink was the clear, trickling drops from the stream, 

Our pipe was our reliish, our dessert a dream. 
There we lay in calm quiet, indulging repose, 
At the green tree-top gazing, that gracefully rose 

0*er our heads, while stili higher the heaven so blue 

Gave US thoughts of the lofty, the lovely, and true: 
Till the mastess* minds roamed, led astray by the elves. 
And the dogs dreamed of heaven, where they*d huntforthemsélves. 

Breaking camp then, we marched where the long grass was waving. 
And the brooklet the flags on its border was laving, 

We out-flanked the quail, unsuspectingly quaffing ; 

We fired and bagged, they dying, we laughing, 

Dogs pointing and backing, retrieving and charging, 
Our room stili decreasing, our burden enlarging, 

Till worn but not weary, supplied but not sated, 

Our dogs in the leash we again reinstated ; 

Then with gun to our shoulder, and joyful in heart, 
We struck the back trail, and for home made a start. 

You know reader well, 'tis the sportsman's delight 

To revel in powder, in fire, and fight ; 

'Tis the deafening roar of his guh's deadly aim, 
Which, like music supernal, sends thrills thro* his frame. 
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*Tis his Joy to destroy and to lay low in death 

The game that rejoices in vigor and breath, 

Yet, withih and beyond ali those feelings so stern, 
' Who denies that the kindliest sympathies burn ? 

In him stili, is a heart for the homeless and poor, 

In him stili, is a love for the lovely and pure, 
An eye stili, for beauty, for virtue and truth. 
And, haply, a conscience as tender as youth. 

Need I teli how I slept, when my pillow I pressed, 

Without fear to awake, without care to molest ? 

And e'en now, though my locks are ali silvered with gray, 
My dog long departed, my friend passed away, 

What sweet satisfaction my bosom doth fili, 

As, in memory often, I wander at will, 

With Dolfo and Don, over hillock and vale. 

In quest of the woodcock, the grouse and the (juail ! 

SuFFKRN, N. Y., 1867: published in Chicago "Field," Aug. 21, 1880. 



The Wild Turkey. 

An Experience in the Carolinas. 



KEEN of hearing, Argus eyed, 
Fleet of foot and strong of pinion, 
Lordly strutter, ranging wide, 
Claim the forest, thy dominion ! 



Where the dingle shades He deep, — 

Straight toward heaven the pine tree towers, — 
Safe aloft thy vigil keep, 

While the pale moon tells the hours. 
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Ere the stars bave hid their light, 
Crash ! a giant bough is breaking ; 

Nay, 'twas thy descending flight ; 
Hark, thy plaint the echoes waking ! 

Gathered in the sylvan glen, 

Count thy squadron, in the gloaming, 
dancing, with suspicious ken, 

At the squirrel early roaming. 

Dainty mast, the woodland floor 

To thy busy feet discloses ; 
Where the brooklet brimmeth o'er, 

Sip thy fili, for naught opposes. 

Hie thee, next, where rosy morn 
Just has touched with radiant fingers 

Yonder hill-top, where forlorn 
On the oak, the dead leaf lingers. 

Thence behold the mellow mead, 
Where, but yestermorn, the toiling 

Farmer scattered precious seed, 
Recking not thy bold despoiling. 

Thither soon, on sturdy wing. 

Over tree-top, bluff and river, 
Lo ! thy clan is hastening, 

Straight as shafts drawn from the quiver. 



How, upon thy great humped back, 
Myriad sun-rays glance and glisten, 

Stoop, thy hungry craw to pack; 

Pluck, and look ! Then pluck, and listen ! 
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Useless caution. Fear no ili ; 

Slumbering ploughboys threat no danger: 
Heed not that, in Autumn chili, 

Bos will mourn by empty manger. 



Nearly sated, more at case, 
Lazily the gang is nodding, 

Basking in dull reveries, 
O'er the furrow aimless plodding. 



Leader ! why that sudden stare ? 

Why one dozen eyeballs peering 
Toward where, haply, nature's care 

Clumps of green hath been uprearing ? 



Hist ! a rustling — Bang ! Not one 
Moment for investigation 

Take they : ali the dozen gone, 
Leaving me to meditation. 



"Where ?" I gasp, in blank dismay, — 
Saith he : "Where the woodbine twineth, 

" Ween I, several miles away." — 
Sadly, then, his head reclineth. 



Iron-crusted panoply 

Guards thy gizzard ! Exit ( bravo ! ), 
Stoppeth not, for "doublé B," 

Meleagris Gallopavo. 

New York, March, 1880. Published in the Chicago "Field," June 26, 1880. 
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The Stag at Grief . 

He pawed in the valley ; 
He paused on the hill, 
Not a sound, but the taniarack's sighing — 

Not a taint in the gale ! 

So he bounded at will ; 
Nor a foeman, nor danger descrying. 

But the huntsman stands true 

At his post in the giade*, 
While the embers of day are slow dying. 

Hark, a crack from his gun ! 

Mark the gleam of his biade ! 
As he bends o'er the quarry low lying. 

In the woods, near Metropolitan, Midi., Nov., 1S87 ; published 
in the Brunswick (Me.) ** Tel^raph," January 13, 1888. 



On a Painting of Swallows. 

I mount the cloud, and ride the gale, 
High o*er the hamlet's clustered eaves ; 

While lingering day my purple mail ^ 

Anon with glint of gold relieves. 

With chirrup and twitter, I dart askance, 
As the bee hums past, on homeward wing ; 

And we drop together in airy dance, 
To my brood awaiting the prize I bring. 

December 25, 1886. 
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The Tragedy of Ford River. 

The Death of the Cripple. 

[Narative of a hunting experìence, comprehensible only to ihe participants.] 

^ DYING doe, in conflict with a Swan 

fi Sore wounded, to Ford River's thickets ran, 

And there, forsaking her accustomed feed, 

Munched mournfully the flaming Fire-weed. 
While thus engaged, hearing a dead twig snap, 
She turned, and met the beaming phiz of " Gap.** 

" Mercy" she cried, or would have, if she could, 

And " Gap*' irresolute a moment stood. 
Then thus exclaimed ; " Fire-weed and fire-water 
The eleventh command prohibits,-at least it ought to." 



So, soon as he his arm could upward lift, he 

Administered a pili from Number Fifty." 
This Homoeopathic dose, by its impetus, 
As usuai gave the patient her quietus ; — 

" Similia sitnilibus curantur " 

Gonvinced her she had had her final canter. 



While there she lay, upon her back a'sprawling, 
As " Gap" his bowie from his belt was hauling. 
And the expectant wolf in rage was bawling, 
She ventured on this parting admonition, 
As seasoning, for him to put — his dish on : 
" Your victim soon will knock at Pluto's door ; 
Her, in your natty phrase, *you'll snort' no more ; 
When on the hemlock bough her form is hung, 
Fail not to mark the sore congested lung, 
And then, if tempted stili to eat her. Ah — 
Beware, Sir * Gap' the black et celerà /" 
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" Gap" hung the deer — ^then hung his head, 
And pressed his " cheese-cloth" to his eye. 

Think you a flood of tears he shed ? 

'M — , *m — , not much, twixt yòu and I ; — 
A single tear, — I know his wiles, — 
He shed, and that a — Crocodile's." 

In the woods, near Metropolitan, Mich., November, 1887. 



Patriots' Requiem. 

PEROES, resting in the grave, 
Peaceful sleep ! No bugie, breaking 
Silence deep, calls you to save, — 
Calls you to the battle, waking. 

Fivescore years, ye fought ago ; 

Life less dear than freedom's guerdon : 
Homely traitor, foreign foe 

Felt your swords' too heavy burden. 

Meet me where you marshalled then, 

Children*s steps, with reverence pacing 
Hallowed ground, where noble men 

Victory and death were facing. 

Years have dimmed the polished steel ; 

Crumbled forms your graves containing : 
Centuries serve butto reveal 

Brighter memories remaining. 

Composed for the Centennìal celebration at Washington's headquarters, at New- 
buiigrh, N. Y., May 25, 1876, an^prìnted in a paper published for the occasion, en- 
titled " The Headquarters' Bulletin." 
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Of Initial Significance. 

[In an Album.] 

Peer not, to find, on the page you're perusing, 

Homilies grave, drawn to rhyme with your name, 
Extracts from Faber, or fragments confusing, 

Borrowed from poets of flowery fame. 
Even admitting that " life is a voyage," 

May-roses red, and the amaranth green, 
Butterflies fickle, true " friendship a joy ** age 

Cannot bedim, and that sorrow is mean, — 
Old are these tales, and more readable printed ; 

Rather permit me a plain-spoken prayer : 
Ne'er may your larder unduly be stinted ; 

Eke of good raiment enough find to wear ; 
Live in good humor — Oh ! I should have hinted, 

Love ali your neighbors, including me. — There ! 

Passale, 1875. 



On a Gift of Wildflowers, 

From a Oakland gathered for a grave. 

NOT by the jealous walls of titled pride 
Environed, nor in beds of gorgeous hue, 
By beauty's haughty glance alone espied, 

Lading the breeze with perfume rare, they grew ; 
But where the gentle shepherd leads his flock, 

Beneath the beech tree's overhanging shade, 
Beside the babbling brook, on mossy rock. 

Or, by the fir concealed, in darker giade, — 
Unseen, unguarded, save by nature's care, 

Their tender tints threw back the rainbow's gleam. 
And myriad mouths breathed on the summer air 

A fragrance faint as shadow in a dream. 
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Boon Mother Earth! from out thy generous breast 

These gifts proceed — Ah, generous can that be 
Which took away, and holds from us, the best 

Belovèd of our souls ? 'Twas mournfully 
These woodland sprays off from their parent stems 

Were broken, — even as broken, ere it dies, 
The heart may be, moaning sad requiems, 

Because the staff it leaned on broken lies. 

Of the pale flowerets, be some fondly Strown 



Upon the sacred mound, where peaceful sleep 
The precious dead ; while gratefully I own 

That kindly courtesy, mid sorrow deep, 
Which offers these to me. Less to receive 

Than give is blessèd. Heaven's blessing, borne. 
On healing wings, be thine ; the while, believe 

In earthly sympathy. Together mourn 
Those who have loved and lost, tho* ocean parts 

The vales where He the idols of their hearts. 

Marburg, Hessen, Germany, Sept., 1882. 
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Die Lahn. 

P in the heather hills, 
From myriad rocky rills 
Gath'ring thy crystal tide, 
Into the valley wide, 

Flow on, O Lahn. 



Within thy banks of green, 
Thy terraced slopes atween, 
Meandering thro* the mead 
Where peaceful lambkins feed, 
Flow on, O Lahn. 
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Heed not that Sjchlossberg grim 
Frowns from his bastions dim ; — 
Mìngling thy ripple rhymes 
With holy Lisbet's chimes, 

Flow on, O Lahn. 



Just 'neath my window seat, 
When thou and Luna meet 

Pausing, in soothing tone 

Lisp to an exile Ione 
Memories of home, — and then 
Toward Father Rhine again 

Flow on, O Lahn. 

Marburg, Hessen, Germany, Sept. io, 1882. 



Qu'importe ? 

Lebend am Weser, oder Rhein ; 

Bier trinkend, oder edlen Wein ; 
Scharfsichtig seiend, oder blind ; 

Was thut es, wenn Sie gliicklich sind ? 
Gar Nichts. 



D*rum, Schoppen nehmen wir, nach Gliick, 
Und auch von Wurst ein kleines Stuck ! 

Obgleich Sie heissen " armes Kind," 
Was thut es, wenn Sie glUcklich sind ? 
Gar Nichts. 

Marburg, Hessen, Germany. Nov., 1882. 
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Declinatio Urbana. 

That leaf of gerani um — 1 

It puzzled my cranium, 

Just on opening the letter : 

Reading " ," I stopped wondering, 

And chided my blundering — 

Next time, TU know better. 

i 

You appeal to my vanity, j 

And test my urbanity, 

When you ask for my photo'. i 

Shouid I ever grow beautiful, | 

I wouid deem it but dutiful 

Respondere voto. 

PttSBftlC, 1878. 



The Slaughter of the Velocipedes. 

Describing a Dream. 

44TffHEY are very tempting, 'tis clear, 
X Uut I would not advise you to risk it" 

"Oh ! yes, I must, , my dear. 

So, pass me another hot biscuit." 

Ah ! little she dreamt of what fate 

O'er that morsel so sweet was impending : 

That one other biscuit she ate, 
But bitter it was, in the ending. 

We are told it was simply a knot 

In the days of the great Alexander, 
That gave to a nation its lot, 

And a throne to that valiant commande^ ; 
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Here, the want of a not brought about 
To our heroine sad retribution : — 

When she would, *twas a question, sans doute, 
Admitting one only solution. 



The sun sank apace in the west, 

As opens the scene of my story ; 
And when he had laid him to rest, 

Black night carne adown on his glory. 

Then dank were the dews on the grass, 
And grim the tali trees in the gloaming ; 

The footsteps of men ceased to pass, 
And naught save the fancy was roaming. 

But sleep, with its genial embrace, 

To our heroine carne not, though sought for, — 
" Let's to work ! " she exclaimed, " there's a race 

To be run, and a victory fought for ! " 

Now, whether *twas dreamlànd alone. 
Or the flowery plains of Westchester, 

And whether real deeds that were done, 

Or the pangs of the biscuit distressed her. — 

The legend stili runs — how, at night, 
Three riders their weird chargers got on, 

And rode, in caparison white, 

On their way to the falls of the Croton. 

Our heroine rode at the van, 

Her comrades, they followed hard after ; 
Though wild the career that they ran, 

They sped without whisper or laughter. 
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One star, looking out on the wold, 
Saw the long tresses waving and flying, 

And a white dress, in many a fold, 
Whistle past, while the night-wind was sighing. 



Now deep was the vale they drew near, — 

When paused their fierce steeds in their riding ; 

They snorted and champed in their fear, 
At the scene in that valley abiding. 

Full a league, right and left, in advance, 
Met the gaze of these travellers equestrian 

A scene, that might quell their fierce glance, 
Of carnage velocipedestrian. 

Velocipedes far from the West, 

From the East, from the South, and the North come, 
With one common will and behest, 

To fight -in this valley, had forth come. 



Long time the dread contest they'd waged, 
Till the sun hid his face from the slaughter ; 

Each foeman his neighbor engaged. 

And they fought without respite or quarter. 

Now, drenched was the plain with their gore ; 

Their gaunt limbs lay jagged and broken. 
And many a gallant no more 

Should give of his prowess a token. 

And yet, mid the fathomless heap, 
Of brakes, shafts and wheels torn asunder, 

Here and there iron heroes stili keep 

Up the rout, and the harsh-creaking thunder. 
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See ! an Elliott lifts his steel brow, 

Altho* weary and worn with the fighting, 

And bids a proud Pickering bow 

To a blow that will brook naught of slighting. 

An old Witty, afar, with his lamp 
In his forehead, with spectral giare burning, 

Meets a Demarest's masterly tramp, 
Who knows not defeat, but by spurning. 

Yet to add to this terrible scene, 

A numberless army of engines 
Had come to see fair play between 

The velocipedes, met to wreak vengeance. 

New Haven and 'Harlem were here ; 

So were Erie and Morris alnd Hudson, — 
Terra- Haute, Naugatuck, Belvidere ; — 

Gaily dressed, with their holiday duds on. 

Each shrieked in a different key, — 
One plaintive, one hoarse and one thrilling ; 

Some bellowed and puffed in their glee, 
The night-air with dismal sounds filling. 

Now, wild was our heroine's shout : 

" Velocipede has been too rash, I fear ; " 
As she wheeled her gaunt charger about, 

She exclaimed : " J.'s concern's gone to smash, I fear !" 

Then, she waved her white arm, in her wrath, 
While her long umber locks fluttered madly ; — 

One wild dash she made on her path, 

But the charge, — it dismounted her sadly. 
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As this tale, you will find, I believe, 
Can but seldom encounter its equal, 

So it owns, as you well might conceive, 
No certain finale or sequel; 

But they do say a head-board was cracked, 
And a chair was in fragments, next morning ; 

Which to those by temptation attacked, 
May serve as a timely-sent warning 1 

Purdy's Station, July 16, 1869. 



A Fantasy. 

WHEN the westering sun bowed bis head, bathed in glory, 
He kindled the gems, which lay heaped in the band 
Of a sprite on the mountain, who sang ber sweet story 
To a wanderer come from a far distant land : 

" You are come, I am sure, seeking gems from the mountain,* 
Which He, buried deep in the fathomless mines : 

You bave sought, 'neath the bed of the clear crystal fountain. 
The jewels its bosom in silence enshrines.** 

She held corals, blood red, from the far southern ocean. 
And pearls of pure white from the Indian sea ; 

The deep amethyst sparkled with tremulous motion. 
The jasper and agate, in gay rivalry. 

Here the sardonyx glittered with golden reflection 

The ruby and opal, with varying bue : 
There the sapphire shone in its lustrous perfection. 

And emeralds flashéd on the wondering view. 
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But, stili fairer than ali, glinting, gleaming, and glancing, 

And costlier far than the rest of her store, 
Lay the diamond pure, in a halo entrancing, 

Where sunshine its facets streamed radiant o'er. 

Long the pilgrim beheld, as he gazed at the treasure, 
Then looked at his garments, ali dusty and worn : 

Far and long he had journeyed, from home, friends and pleasure, 
Till hope had grown gray, and his heart quite forlorn. 

" Take of these " then she cried, " Oh! come, take of my burden ; 

These gems are for thee, without money or price. 
Thou shalt gather at last of thy toil the sweet guerdon, 

And wealth shall repay for thy long sacrifice." 

There the wanderer stood, 'twixt believing and fearing. 
And thought of his dreams on the wearisome way, 

When at eventide angels, in heaven appearing. 

Shed gleams from their jewel-clad brows where he lay. 

But no phantasm this, for, the while he was gazing, 
He ventured to touch the white pearls in her hand ; 

Aye, he seized the red corals, and handled, upraising. 
The jasper, and agate with many a band. 

" Nay, the diamond's fairer," the holder insisted. 

And begged, — passing strange, — him to value its charms ; 

Whereas he, — Ah ! stili stranger, — the bounty resisted, 

Reaching forth toward the others that decked her fair arms. 

Soon I saw them no more, yet I heard her beseeching 
Till faint grew the sound of her silvery voice : — 

I beheld him, till dim in the distance, stili reaching, — 
Tho' diamonds offered, — for pearls as his choice ! 
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'Twas a dream : — when I rose from the earth where reclining, 
The mantle of night had descended in gloom. 

Spake a voice : — coming whence, was beyond my divining — 
•* Given true love, — could'st thou for an alien make room ? " 



On a Plot. 

Tothe Editor of the N. K Tribune : 

SiR : After reading my Tribune this morning, and find- 
ing that Constantinople was not taken, and that the Omni- 
bus Charter was safe, I was about to undertake my daily 
work with customary serenity. But I was thrown com- 
pletely off my legai balance by learning, upon the authority 
of another publication, of the dire plot pending at Albany 
to abolish the writ of habeas corpus, and relegate the peo- 
ple of this great State, practically, to a condition of per- 
petuai martial law. Alarmed for the safety of myself, 
family, clients, and fellow-citizens, I rushed to my library, 
and discovered that the exact nature of this plot (of which 
I hereby solemnly warn ali whom it may concern) is as fol- 
lows : Half a century ago the following section of the 
Revised Statutes was enacted, and, has stood unchanged to 
this day : 

Sec. 73. The provisions of the common law in regard to 
the writ of habeas corpus treated of in this article are 
hereby abrogated, except so much and such parts thereof 
as may be necessary to carry into full effect the provisions 
herein contained; and the authority of courts and officers 
to award such writ, or to proceed thereon, by the common 
law, shall be exercised in conformity to the provisions of 
this article, in ali cases therein provided for. 

It is now proposed to re-enact this section and put it in 
its proper place in the new Remediai Code as section 2065, 
thus : 
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Sec. 2065. The provisions of the common law, relat- 
ing to the writ of habeas corpus, treated of in this article, 
have been abrogateci ; except so much and such parts 
thereof as are necessary to carry into full effect the provis- 
ions herein contained. The authority of a court or a judge, 
to grant such a writ, or to proceed thereupon, by the com- 
mon law, must be exercised in conformity to this article, in 
any case therein provided for. 

Upon comparing these two sections, I found myself 
really unable to see just where the "infamy" of this plot, 
about which such a pother has been made, comes in. It 
seemed to me that most of us, and the rest of mankind, 
might survive under the re-enacted section. So my fears 
were quelled. Ought not somebody now to teli us wherein 
lies the " plot ? " 

N. Y. Tribune, May io, 1877. 



A Letter of purely Locai and Temporary 
Interest. 

Dear News: 

The other evening, one of your most enterprising 
advertisers, a Lion of the town, in fact, seized my hand, as 
I passed his store, and, dragging me into the vestibule, 
whispered hoarsely in my ear, with a wink of demoniac sat- 
isfaction, " We've got it/' " You've * got * me," I growled, 
somewhat dazed. " What do you mean ?" The only reply 
was a torturing grip, and a second ineffable wink, from my 
leonine interlocutor, as he thrust a folded paper into my 
hand, and pushed me out into the Street, fairly shrieking, in 
an undertone, " We're going to alternate T 

" Ghost of Banquo," quoth I, can it be he's slightly non 
comp. ?" But shortly afterwards, reaching a quiet corner, I 
puUed out the paper, carefully balanced myself on two ad- 
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justable cross-planks in the elastic sidewalk, and, learùng 
against a lamp-post, caught a struggling ray from the unc- 
tuous flame, which illumined my bewildered intellect. I 
read : " Very fine hams ; Child*s round combs ; Good batter; 
Ladies' Pebble But. Shoes ; Fine Molasses, per gal.; Best 
H'al Skirts ; Set cups and saucers"; the entire pile, if I 
remember aright, delivered, in the position indicated in the 
list, in as good order as possible, for one dollar ! 

Well, bere was an ingenious contri vance, indeed, but, it 
flashed upon me, at once, clearly illegal. That man should 
be sued forthwith for — libel : no, he's not a newspaper, I 
bave it, infringement ! The great " controversy " has pre- 
empted "alternates." Possession nine points of the law. 
Sue instanter. 

Evidence ? Plenty of it, thus : " Talented amateur 
artists, wormwood ; exquisite pose, gali ; pure home, Bowery 
theatre ; prayerful determination, bane of iniquity ; on to 
glory, Barnum's six degrees ; ali previously published, and 
matter of imperishable record. 

Now, Mr. Editor, I am not going to ".contro vert." I do 
not propose to discuss the morality of feloniously abstract- 
ing celestial, or any other trappings, to enter the service of 
the uncle of the suspicious boy who "distributes pie," in 
the office of our enterprising daily. I bave not the m. e. 
e. in my eye. Hope I may be exempted from such an ac- 
cident. It would be worse than the old fight of camel vs. 
needle. 

My aim is quite another ; I would fain experience the 
stern joy which warriors feel, in joining battle — dear News^ 
would you believe it — with yourself. 

While the alternate gusts were whirling around the de- 
voted shrine causing the granite emblem at its foretop to 
bend doublé in disdain or dismay, and the sacred bird on 
high to manifest thirty degrees of inclination to swoop 
down upon the combatants, your i^olian wand appeared 
above the storm, and there was a grateful lull. Only one 
exception to your cairn and judicial arbitrament seems ten- 
able ; and I raise the point purely as a question of ethics, 
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without any ulterior application to Critic, Zany, Lover of 
Tar-box, or the doctrines of either. You say — if our ends 
are worthy, methods are unimportant : which, if it does not 
teach that the end sanctifies the means, treads pretty closely 
upon that demolished tenet. The martyrs broiled for the 
end of extinguishing heresy. Dear News^ do you wish the 
shades of that noble army down upon you ? I think not ; 
say that we propose a good end ; let us accomplish it, by 
suitable means ; and, as between possible extremes, " medio 
ttiHssimus ibis.'' 

Pub'd in Passale Daily News, Oct. 30, 1877. 



HUMBLE ImITATION OF AN AdDRESS TO THE CiTY BOARD 
OF COUNCIL, BY ITS PrESIDENT ; DEPRIVED OF 

ALL Interest by the absence of the 
Original. 

a Brief Telegram from Your Neighbor-municipalily of Ohquaknow. 

To the Editor of the Passaic City Daily News: 

Dear Sir: — Varying slightly from my customary habit of 
speaking when I have something to say, and at the risk of 
disturbing the elements of that decorum which should 
always be predominant, I have concluded no longer to con- 
fine myself,. but to give expression to my impressions 
through the press. As I am, grammatically at least, the 
first person, I would say, firstly, that I am in excellent 
health, I having eaten thirty-nine square breakfasts on the 
the last thirty-nine mornings (according to the very letter 
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of the celebrateci thirty-nine articles), and I intend ever to 
be ready to sacri fice any of my able-bodied personal 
relations, if necessary to enable me to persevere in a simi- 
lar commendable and comestible course. Next in the roll 
of honor, follows my estimated neighbor Walrath, who has 
partaken of thirty-eight repasts on thirty-eight qi those 
mornings, and would have done so on the remai ningoccasion, 
except for the irresistible reason which once induced Jack- 
son's paternal to abstain from his accustomed nutriment at 
dewy ève. But then, W. atoned for the deficiency, by taking 
on that morning a roll in bed, thus reducing the tax upon 
the family granary, and theoperatic expenses of the cuisine, 
by at least one-fiftieth,//-^. fem.; that is to say,/^/- thattinu, 
anyhow. [This linguistic interpretation may not be strictly 
in accordance with Webster or Ainswofth, but as it serves 
its purpose, which is to pulì a fleecy cloudlet over the read- 
er's optics, I decline to entertain a single appeal from my 
classical exegesis.] But I am wandering away from intricate 
details, into a factious opposition, from which, unless I 
stop, I may find it impossible to eradicate myself there- 
from. My Colleges ! — Excuse me, Mr. Editor ; I always 
say that, when I become embarrassed. It is the nearest I 
ever approach to swearing ; and I had forgotten what I was 
going to say next. Oh ! yes, Walrath, — a right good fel- 
low he, but he is nothing to Kiley. Desiring to express my- 
self purely comparatively, I would say, there is no compari- 
son between them. As is the humble roof [I have visited 
your city] of the Passaic Land and Improvement Com- 
pany's little office, to the pinnacle, aye the very top of the 
summit of the apex of the flag staff on Speer's. building, so 
is — but I need not finish ; you have studied the Rule of 
One ; you appreciate my meaning, which is as much as I 
can fairly accomplish myself. I was going to remark that, 
as I was sitting, the other morning, in the shade of \\\^four 
columns, on my porch, of course, I saw Kiley at a distance, en- 
tering his enclosure, wearing a coat which, originally too 
diminutive, had been patched up by taking away from it 
portions of its constituent material, in every conceivable 
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shape, and hearing in his hand some agricultural imple- 
ment, apparently a spade. 

With my uniform courtesy and assistance,Ii5lipped down the 
Street to his fence, and, mounting one of the boards, I ven- 
tured the salutation " Rather a bare-garden^ you have there, 
neighbor." " Now don't come here, to cut up your antics, 
and hurl ppprobrious epitaphs. I am proud to say that you 
know the reason why it is so, if it is." I hasteried to as- 
sure him of my intentions to respect, with my proverbiai 
suavity, the amenities of debate, and assiduously to indulge 
in an entire absence of ali personalities, and suggested that 
his actions had prejudiced me, at a distance, in favor of the 
notion that he was — going to work. " Now the primary 
consideration," said I, — " I refuse," gruffly quoted he, " to 
give any consideration to primaries, wjiatever. Talk of 
liberty ! Is not liberty the power of choice ?" " No deny- 
ing that," said I. " Well those are the places to get that 
commodity, in Ohquaknow, anyway. You may go the 
ticket with the superjacent eagle squinting with his dexter 
eye, or the ticket with that noble bird performing the same 
ophthalmic contortion with his left. You are at liberty to 
take your free and sovereign choice. Result — you remem- 
ber last time — out of a possible 946 sufferages, the opposi- 
tion candidate received 945 ; and one — that was mine, — was 
cast for Scattering. Humph ! " Trying to recali him to 
his originai horticultural intentions, I said, paternally [he is 
old enough to be my uncle], "you will find the duties at- 
tending upon the excavatory implement, which you hold in 
your hand, very laborious, if properly discharged, and I 
trust you will not swear while performing them." " There 
you are again," said he, seating himself upon his spade- 
handle, as on a chair, for freer gesticulation, " disturbing the 
.elements with the turbulence of your factious opposition, in 
short, poking fun at me. If you could have seen me [one 
tear dropped at this point] engaged as a Collector, three 
weeks last summer ! But be that as it may." His sen- 
tences were not very complete here, owing to pathos, and 
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the difficulties of the situation, — sitting on a spade, you 
know. 

So I said, " in what field of exertion, may I ask.'* " In a 
potato field," said he. " In this very patch — you collect 
my meaning — Collector and Overseer of the poor potato 
bug." " I ara sure I hope you succeeded,"- said I, sympa- 
thetically. " I should think so ; so did they, I legislated 
them over to Smith's, by an enactment of paris green." 
" Rather hard on Smith." " Not particularly. What did 
he but * go and do likewise,* and, back carne the whole leg- 
islative body on an executive expedition to my patch. I 
fulminated another volume of legislation ; back they went 
to Smith*s. And when they found they could not eat with- 
out crawling, they ate as they crawled ; and when they got 
done the summer was done, and the potatoes were done for, 
and so was I." Here my interlocutor, in his indignation, as 
I supposed, fell backwards over his spade-handle, a shape- 
less mass. I jumped from the board upon which I had the 
honor to preside at this oration — and ran to help him up. 
But he looked at me as if to say " I don't wish to be f urther 
bored with your counsel," and lying supine cried, in tones 
of touching submission, " Whether on a chair, or on a floor, 
or what is even more economical, prostrated on a potato or 
an ant hill, I am resolved, with undying urbanity, to soften 
the asperities of the situation (rubbing his spine) and to 
temper the heat of debate by a rigid exclusion of ali refer- 
ences to allusions ; but let me never, never renew, as in the 
past, the unpleasant associations of the coming year." Just 
then, I saw my cow coming along, and I ran out to follow 
Cushy, and drive her along our Boulevard, — which is four 
hundred rods wide, and strikes the range of the Rockies, two 
miles due north of Pike's Peak, — to pasture in my million-acre 
lot, which is a lot, not very well fenced, but ali assessed in 
the latest style, — and such splendid building sand ! Come 
out to Ohquaknow, Mr. Editor, and visit me: I am going for 
a day to Trent — on the Delaware, on a service not Stated, 
and when I come back, morituri salutamus ; that is let me 
see you, or — die. I meant to teli you something about our 
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railroads bere, encircling us on ali sides, in a ring, as it 
were. We are very much governed by them, particularly 
when out driving, as we do not like to he run over, — and 
pur exercise laws. But I must stop, for, at this very moment, 
I notice a mysterious item of loss, to the tune of $175,000 
from my pocketbook, probably stolen while I was watching 
Kilèy dig. However, no matter ; I shall cut downcook's sal- 
ary twenty cents a day, and refund the balance by issuing 
Silver certificates. 

[Omquaknow, Apr. 24, 1878;] pub*d in above paper, Apr. 25, 26, 1878. 
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The Nightingale and the Crow. 

Luscinia Cantat, 
["Spring.* 

WRITTEN POR THE DAILY NEWS. 

WELCOME ever joyous spring, 
Let US bear thy children sing. 
Blue birds warbling silvery song, 
Sprightly robins — silent long, 
Trumpeters to queenly spring. 

Bring your tribes with golden wings, 
Busy honey seeking things. 
Come bright spirits of sweet flowers, 
Bring US with you golden hours, 
From your sacred realm of sleep. 

And ye gentle zephyrs blow. 
Cause the vernai streams to flow, 
Streams ambrosial, from that zone, 
Home of the great mystic throne ; 
Where the germing spirit dwells. 

Hail thou gentle beautious spring. 
Come and with thee bird notes bring. 
Come with rosy wreathlets crowned, 
Spread thy sylvan gifts around, 
Chase old winter's gloom away. 

Daughter of hoar winter's king, 
AH beautious blue eyed spring, 
Bless our waiting homes to-day ; 
Come with thy wood nymphs gay, 
Bid them with us ever stay."] 

Passale " Daily News," March 13, 1878. 

"^ By an unknown autkor. 
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Sequitur Cornix. 
March. 

WRITTEN FOR THE DAILY NEWS. 

BEAUTIOUS March, they cali thee Spring ! 
If you have any children let's bear them sing. 
Blue birds warbling silver's just the thing ; 
In default of Silver, a sileni robin, on the wing, 
Will do, if you can scare him into trumpeting. 

Also bring some tribes, — if pòssible, with wings, 
Honeyseeking,or money seeking(wearen*tparticular)things: 
Don't forget the spirits, whether of corn or flowers, 
And — Silver wont do here — a couple of golden hours, 
And (Heaven save the rhyme) we had almost fallen asleep. 

But you aren't March, if you don't remember to blow. 
Blow blazes,»and make the 'fernal streams to flow. 
Ambrosia's good, tho' nectar's more liquid, I own : 
l'm mystified now, but the next thing to bring is a throne — 
Say, of King Gambrinus, where the germing barley (we 
must have spirits) swells. 

Hail once in a while, thou truly beautious thing, 
If necessary ; but be sure (see above) those bird notes to sling. 
It's rather early for roses, but there's little frost in the ground: 
And if you will only spread silver gifts around, 

We'U chase (especially since he's gone) old winter half a 
mi le away. 

Who cares if he is your father, Spring? 
You 're beautious, and that as. good as to be a king. 
Bless my soul ! I must stop, and go home some time to-day; 
Oh, I forgot, bring along a couple of wood-nymphs gay : 
They may, but Lor' sakes, don't you, March, f orever stay ! 

Passaic '* Daily News," March 15, 1878. 
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The Broken Mallet. 

[THOl'GH-re ON THE OLD CROQUET-GROUND.] 

YACANT the sky, as the vacant heart, 
And mournful the autumn wailing : 
Struggling sunbeams fitfuUy start : 
The green and the gay are failing. 

Trickle, O rill, mid the spears of gray ; 

Thy laughing is turned to sighing ! 
Ah ! heart, why not with the rill away, 

Why Unger here with the dying ? 

Withering grass of ashen hue 

Is nodding slowly and sadly, 
Where, ere to-day, you might often view 

Light feet tripping so gladly. 



Yonder mallet, broken and worn, 

Once waved to the gladsome chorus ; 

Yon fallen stake, ali bleached and forlorn, 
Then gleamed as a goal before us. 

Blithe were the smiles of many here, 

Who eagerly vìed in playing : 
They are scattered now — there is naught to cheer 

The sad thoughts in their straying. 

Comfort me not ! You in vain essay 
Aught sweet from the bitter to borrow. 

How can I smile, when Joy of to-day 
Aye whispers of grief to-morrow ? 

Nov., 1868. 
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A Tribute. 

Many stars, of beaming lustre, 

Awe with radiance too intense, — 
Rich as jewels, in a cluster, 

Yet too bright for mortai sense. 
Ask you — which gay constellation, 

Up, among those orbs of light, 
Gives most joy in contemplation. 

Unto my attentive sight ? 
See ! Near yon horizon stooping, 

Takes its stand, one lonely star, 
Altho' Heaven-lit, meekly drooping, 

Lighting mortals wide and far ; 
Ever shining peacefully, 

E'er reminding me of thee. 

July 19, 1868. 
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